CHAPTER X.

CROSSMOUNT.

MY best readers cannot but be alike astonished
and disappointed that I have nothing set down
of the conversation, cordial always, and if George
Richmond were there, better than brilliant,
which flowed at these above described Vandalic
feasts. But it seemed to me that all the sap and
Woom of it were lost in deliberate narrative, and
its power shorn away if one could not record also
the expression of the speaker ; while of absolute-
ly useful and tenable resulting sense, there was,
to my unsympathetic mind, little to be got hold
of. Turner resolutely refused to speak of art at
all, and every one of us felt that we must ask
him no questions in that direction; while of
what any other painter said, I was careless, re-
garding them all as limited to their own fields,
and unable to help me in mine.

I had two distinct instincts to be satisfied,
rather than ends in view, as I wrote day by day
with higher-kindled feeling the second volume
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